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religion a very absurd sentimental survival, threw
for a moment her brains to limbo, and shared in the
triumph* When, in London, Carslake, who wrote
so brilliantly about the Versailles Conference and
hates religion for the harm that it has done to the
world, would say to her: 'This sentimental flum-
mery/ she would say: * Yes, but, Carslake, you will
think me too absurd for anything, but the Carol
Service in Polchester brings out all the schoolgirl
in me.'B It was a secret hidden from her, but the
schoolgirl in her was her best part.

There were, in fact, tears in her eyes. Tears in
Mrs. Braund's, too. She was so very happy. Her
dear boy was safe at home and delighting everyone
with his cleverness, and the Archdeacon had been
ever so much easier since he had finished his pamphlet
on Modernism and the Nicene Creed. Moreover, she
was to enact Lady Emily at the Pageant. She had
not sought for this. They had offered it to hej quite
spontaneously and now the desire of her life was ful-
filled. She had loved to act as a girl. In her young
day, it had been of course impossible for anyone in her
rank of life to think of being an actress. Neverthe-
less she had had her dreams. And now they were to
come true. Very fortunate, too, that she knew Percy
Dalton, who was to come down and rehearse and
produce the Pageant. Already she was reading
everything that she could find about Emily de
Brytte* It was almost as though they had become
friends, and even now there were times when Agnes
Braund> middle-aged wife of an Archdeacon and
mother of a grown-up son, found herself lost in a
strange world of cannon-smoke and coarse oaths and
flying banners* Someone at the last Pageant Com-